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every tree, and bush, and hillock, and blossom, are endeared to
him; because, next to a mother's caresses, they were the first
things in the world upon which he opened his eyes, and, doubtless,
the first which gave him those indescribable feelings of fairy plea-
sure, which even in his dreams were excited ; while the coloured
clouds of heaven, the golden sunshine of a landscape, the fresh
nosegay of dog-roses and early daisies, and the sounds of busy
whispering trees and tinkling brooks presented to the sleeping
child all the pure pleasure of his waking moments. And who is there
here that does not sometimes recal some of those feelings which
were his solace perhaps thirty years ago 1 Should I be wrong, were I
to say that even at his desk, amid all the excitements and anxieties
of commercial pursuits, the weary Calcutta merchant has been lulled
into a sort of pensive reminiscence of the past, and, with his pen
placed between his lips and his fevered forehead leaning upon his
hand, has felt his heart bound at some vivid picture rising upon his
imagination. The forms of a fond mother, and an almost angcl-
looking sister, have been so strongly conjured up with the scenes of
his boyish days, that the pen has been unceremoniously dashed to
the ground, and ' I will go home' was the sigh that heaved from a
bosom full of kindness and English feeling; while, as the dream
vanished, plain truth told its tale, and the man of commerce is still
to be seen at his desk, pale, and getting into years and perhaps less
desirous than ever of winding up his concern. JSTo wonder! be-
cause the dearest tics of his heart have been broken, and those
who were the charm of home have gone down to the cold grave, the
home of all, Wky then should he revisit his native place ? What is
the cottage of his birth to him? What charms has the village now
for the gentleman just arrived from India '? Every well remember-
ed object of nature, seen after a lapse of twenty years, would only
serve to renew a host of buried, painful feelings. Every visit to
the house of a surviving neighbour would but bring to mind some
melancholy incident; for into what house could he enter, to idle
away an hour, without seeing some wreck of his own family; such
as a venerable clock, once so loved for the painted moon that
waxed and waned to the astonishment of the gazer, or some
favourite ancient chair, edged so nobly with rows of brass nails,

----------but perforated sore, and drill'd in holes

By worms voiacious, eating through and through.

Those arc little things; but they are objects wluch will li\o in